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ALLY AT THE LORD MAYOR’S SHOW. 

“* The best thingy in the whole Show, I think, was Poor Papa’s tableau, in commemoration of the recent Strikes. There were only two figures in it, Papa 
and Alexandry, and Alerandry has since been heard to say, more than once, that it would have been better for him, perhaps, if there had been one or two more. 
The enthusiasm of the crowd was immense, and Fleet Street has seen nothing like it for years. But loud above the deafening cheers of the British People were 
distinctly heard the piercing shrieks of my poor brother, Alerandry. Never mind ; let us hope it has done him good. Poor Papa complains of his hand.’’—Toorsit. 


SOME VERY 
“& 6 


POPULAR GUYS. © CLIMBING BOYS. 


On July 22nd, 1817, Joseph Rae, chimney-sweep, was tried 
in Edinburgh for the inhuman murder of John Fraser, a 
>: poor boy, eleven years of age, his apprentice. The crime was 
J a very cruel one, yet, probably, by no means the worst com- 
X mitted by sweeps upon the unfortunate children in their 

wer. 
One John Thomson, a sweep, was the principal witness 
against the man. He said that on going, about four in the 
afternoon, with Rae into a house, where Fraser had been 
sent to clean a chimney between eleven and twelve the 
eame day, they found that the boy had not yet come down, 
and that a mason had been sent for to make a hole in the 
wall. Rae said, “I suppose he has taken a lazy fit,’ and 
called to the boy, “What are you doing?) What's keeping 
you?" The boy answered that he could not come down. 
tae called out, then, that he would get some gunpowder 
and blow him up. He bullied the boy for an hour or so, ! 
and then sending for another boy, bade him climb up the 
chimney and fasten a rope to Fraser's foot. The boy, and 
aman called Reid, pulled the rope, but could not get little 
Fraser down, the rope eventually breaking. The other boy 


was then sent up again to refasten the rope, when Rae, 
P bioacer ‘ Ne aca: 
1. It was only natural, after Mr. McDougall's con- 2. Henry Irving also came in for his share of ridicule, 3. Of course the dear oll Eminent’s effigy was to be erin Mita Seeder Ly ae de pig ae ae 
duct on the Licensing Committee, that he should owing to his foolish objection to Fred Leslie burlesquing encountered everywhere. ALLY stupidly took excep- seizing the o AIMEEH h zs id and Ra a} : dth ‘ 
ficure asa guy. The boys have done their best to pic- lim at the Gaiety. It is rumoured that the Lord tion to an exaggerated specimen, and was, with diffi- hour with all his might. Then Reid an e “fastened the 


tore his shame at Tottie Kickhi’s unseemly postures. | Chamberlain intends to prohibit guys next year. culty, prevented from furiously assaulting the bearers. rope round a crowbar, which they applied to the wall asa 
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lever, and both pulled with all their strength for a quarter of an 
hour longer, when it again broke.” During this time the witness 
heard the wretched boy cry out,“ My God Almighty !" and thought 
that the cry was of one in agony. 

Rae, however, after an effort had been made to attach another 
rope, crawled, with the aid of a ladder, as far as he could up the 
chimney, and dragged off some of the boy's clothes, desisting only 
when he himself was in a great state of exhaustion, on which the 
master of the house, who seemed to sympathize with the cruel 
brute, gave him a dram of spirits. The witness, meanwhile, from 
nae manner, came to the conclusion that the little boy was 
dead. e 

Other witnesses gave evidence to the same effect ; but the other 
boy, who had tied the ropes, and who evidently stood in fear of 
the accused, said that he had known “deceased remain a long while 
in chimneys when he might have come down easily,” and that 
once he “ went first, and Fraser, following, would not come down 
till another boy was sent to take him down, and that, upon this 
occasion, Fraser kept him up the chimney from seven in the even- 
ing till nearly three next morning.” On this particular occasion, 
however, poor little Fraser hardly could have stopped up of his 
own accord. When the mason, who at first had been driven from 
his work, broke a large hole open in the wall, he found the boy's 
head jammed ina turn of the chimney, and the surgeons ascribed 
his death to strangulation or pressure on the spinal marrow. 

Dreadful accounts of the cruel usage of the boy upon former 
occasions were elicited from the witnesses. One said that Rae tied 
him to a chest ed his mouth with a stick, and beat him with 
ropes till the beer came, and then put saltpetre on him to cause 
further torture, and that he had at another time seen the ruffian 
force the boy “to eat the rilest eg Another witness said that 
one night the boy, being accused of losing his ladders, sacks, etc., 
he was ordered by Rae to strip himself. He implored the witness 
to save him, but the latter was afraid to interfere. He was most 
cruelly flogged, and eried much, and “about ten o'clock at night 
Rae took the buy into a back room, and made him go naked up and 
down the chimney for three hours.” The counsel for the prisoner 
contended that the evidence failed to make out a case of murder, 
and the verdict was one of culpable homicide, with a sentence of 
penal transportation for fourteen years. 


. * . . . . 

“A man,” thundered the Babelet, in tones that rocked to and 
fro the chaney shepherdess upon the maternal mantelshelf and 
wagged the chaney bow-wow’'s tail, “a man who would lay his 
hand upon a boy, save in the way of key-indness, is——" But here 
he paused, having apparently forgotten the remainder of the 
quotation, and sat down a few inches short of the seat of his chair. 

(Next week,“ The Bank Murder.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
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*,* Owing to the demand on our apace we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents imme: tely on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned, should inclose stamps fur that 
purpose. 


BRISTOL BILL.—ZJf you stick to “your motto,” you are bound 
to get rewarded.——C, MEAKINS, Junr.— Please do not send us any 
more stale jokes.——FRED J. WILTSHIRE.— Thanks, but of no use, 
bacon.——W. R., INQUIRER (AND A HOST OF OTHERS).—AIl in 
good time, my dear ga You must really exercise a little patience. 

W. Bowers ae S. Bull-frog).—Sorry we cannot accede tv 
your request——H. BATTEN.—Thanks for knife received.——W. 
PALMER.—Zhanks for photo of potato-——ADA WOOLLEY.—An 
engagement ring is not necessary. There is genernily an under- 
standing between the parties, and that would be sufficient for them. 
— HENRY STACE.—Comparisons are odious ; ours, very much 
80,——W ILLIAM WADSWORTH.— You are at ect liberty to try 
your luck in the “ Present” Department.—T. C, GILLARD.—A re 
glad to hear the paper is 8o interesting to you.—A. V. BEARDS- 
LEY.— Your sketches are no good to us, thanks, — WILLIAM 
GROVES WATSON (Dorothy Company).—Sorry we cannot oblige 
you with a Watch ; you must compete for one in the usual manner. 
— CONSTANT READER.— We do not know of any fortune-teller to 
recommend,—— GUNNER ROBERT FIr’EY.— Sketch is of no use, 
thanks. Do you really think you deserve the “ Award” ?——WILL 
C. PAYNE.—ALLY is very pleased with cutting you kindly sent. 


—GEORGE BRADFORD.—Thanks, old man.——RoBERT J. RAN- 
SON.—The nose can never be forgotten. 
——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain. 


Forwarded to ony Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free : 
3 Monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


PARIS. 
On tale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


£1:1:O0— 
And the“SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” will be given for the 
Best Account, limited to 200 Words, as to 


HOW PUBLIC COMPANIES ARE FLOATED IN THE CITY. 
Perhaps, with this Competition, it would be as well to address— 
Mr. IKY MOSES, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 
*,* The List will close SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 16TH, 1889. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


“SPILLIKIN,” said that really good and best of wives, “Spillikin 
may say that he hadn't had too much last night; but ween he 
comes home with a champagne cork stuck in each ear, because he 
says cotton wool keeps him from getting cold, and when his Lincoln 
and Bennett might be taken for the Antwerp blown-up petroleum 
tank—why, if I can't hold an umbrella firm enough to cut enough 
hair off his moustache to makea dress improver for the child's new 
doll, why—” se 
* 


Mother-in-law (who has accidentally met her widower son-in- 
law). And how do you get on without my poor dear daughter? 

Happy Widower, Get on! Splendidly! Never so jolly in my 
life before ! 

Mother-in-law, For shame, John, to speak in that way of the 
dear saint who has gone to realms of light. 

Happy Widower, Realms of light! Yes, firelight. Ta, ta! 

*\* [ Goes off whistling. 


Our Volunteer Fire Brigade has been called out again. Two 
strangers, full of zeal and Scotch whisky, gave the alarm, and in 
five minutes they were off in the direction of a light showing 
through the gloom. On arriving at the first railway bridge, they 
stopped while the captain climbed the signal-post to try and locate 
the fire, and, on arriving at the top, discovered, to his intense 
delight, that it was—the moon rising 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 289.—The “ Whittington" Costume. 


ww, 
A erosion which the promoters 
t rd Mayor's Show stupidly 
entertain. 


This is the gentleman who conducts 
all the proc ye Handle Festivals in 
| the neighbourhood of Mildew Court. 


if UB a PR TET 


Mistress. How is it that you have not sct supper? I told you that, as we dined 
early, we should want some when we came back. 

Cook. Cos there worn't nothing tocat, mum. You see, Mary an’ me ‘as ‘ad our 
fmanceys here to-nite, an’ they finished up them chickens as you ordered, like- 
wise all the tongue, an’ there was nothing left in the ‘ouse but this ‘ere game pie 
for OVR supper. 


(ae 
22) 


Mrs. Brownsmith puts on her new 
driving coat for the first time. 

Short-sighted gentleman up from the 
ovuntry. Hi, cab! 


TE 


But the fisherman 
Thought it a capital joke. 


(Saturday, November 9, 1889. 


“Was she much moved when she saw him?” “ Moved, indeed ! 
I should rather think so, my dear. Why she was so quivered with 
emotion that she shed half a peck of eyelash in the milk-jug, broke 
her new eg hire clean in half with the swelling off her beatin 
heart ; and half a dozen of the buttons bursting off her new clot 
tops, knocked the tom cat's eye out as he sat on the hearthrug 
pondering as to which particular tortoiseshell he was going to tell 
the tale of love to that night on the kitching dustbin.” 


* 
I’ on shore, I'm on shore, and, oh! never again 
Will IT risk my dear life on the wild raging main, 
For I've na voyage all the way to Boulong, 
But I found that for me the sea air was too strong. 


For, in spite of brass buttons and sailor's serge coat, 
T was really the sickest on board that old boat ; 
You may talk of enjoyment, ot freedom at sea, 

But the sea made a jolly sight too free with me. 


Hollands, whisky, gin, brandy, and rum, too, I tried, 
But only the louder, “ Steward ! steward!” if cried, 

. Till, washed out limp and empty, I slept on the shore, 
And 1 swore that to sea I ‘d go never no more. 


. 

“So it’s love that makes the world go round, is it? It ain't the 
love of lovely woman, though, not always. It's quite as often the 
love of untempered Unsweetened and special Scotch that makes 
the lamp-posts revolve like penny Catherine wheels, and makes you 
cry heads to the moon, as you think it’s a half-dollar somebody's 
a-tossing with at the bar of the 4 Sloper Arms.’” 


* 
Jones (who is not happy at home). I understand you ve lost your 
wife, old man. 
Smith. Yes ; she tumbled out of a tricycle, and was killed. 
Jones (eagerly). Will you sell the machine? 
Smith (hesitating). Well, to tell you the truth, I'm thinking 
about getting married again myself. 


* 

OLD Tom, one of the piermasters on the River Thames, went 
down into Surrey last week to spend a day, but although he 
admired the scenery and praised the dinner and the beer—especially 
the as ied there was evidently somethins wanting to fill up his 
measure of contentment. At length, during the course of a walk, 
they came across a very strong and powerfully smelling manure- 
heap. “Ah, this is more like it!” exclaimed old Tom, sniffing 
approvingly. “This is more like it is at home.” 


* 
Guest. Landlord, I never met with such a spiteful, greedy, half 
starved lot of fleas in all my life as I slept with last night. 
Landlord (who has received his bith. Beg, pardon, sir, but 1 
don’t think you need abuse them like that, for I'll be bound, if the 
truth is told, that they have some of your blood in their veins. 


Ld 
ALLY’s feelings are very much hurt about the saying that the 
London County Council hasn't been down enough on universal 
wickedness. “Hang them Vigilance Committees,” said the only 
double-hearted chunk of perfect holiness. “1 believe if Tootsie had 
a hole in one of her silk socks, some of ‘em would be a-wanting to 
borrow it to practise looking through a keyhole.” 


. 
THERE was once a fat painter named Tubby, 
Whose red beard was remarkably scrubby ; 
When hard up for tin 
He'd paint with his chin, 
For he said, “1 don't mind looking grubby.” 


“I CAN stand a little familiarity as well as anybody,” said the 
dear old uncle; “but when that Lardi wants me to lend her my 
hald head to crack walnuts on with the heel of her new sixteen 
buttons—well, I must draw the line somewhere, so there's au eud 
of that job.” +," 


Maud. Why don't you join our St. John’s class, Ethel? You 
know, first aid to the wounded—so useful, you know, dear; and 
bag for doctor who teaches us is such a nice fellow ! 

Ethel. 1 haven't got time, dear. 

Maud, Oh! but supposing you were present at an accident, love? 

Ethel. Oh, well, in that case I daresay I should be able to faint 
just as gracefully as any of you. | 


* 

A MYSTERIOUS stranger had been playingacornet every evening 
for an hour or two at the bottom of the arden for some weeks, and 
she, being no longer in the first bloom of youth, thought it only 
kin to give her bashful admirer a little encouragement. “ May I 
inquire your object, sir,” she said, “in thus discoursing sweet 
music?" “Well, mum,” replied the M.S.,“I hope as ‘ow | aiu't 
annoyed yer, but the missis won't Jet me practise at ‘ome, and as 
I've got a chance in the Salvation Army band, I thought as how 
I'd——”" Butshehad fled! « 

* 


ScENE— Close to the “ Star and Garter,” Richmond. 

Countryman (who has just been photographed by the peregrina- 
ting artist, to his sweetheart). What bosh it be that there feller 
a-gettin’ inter that there black box to fix up the likeness! There 
ain't no secret about photographing nowadays. Weal! know how 
it’s done, and it ain't no good for him to try and mystify the likes 
of us. v 

s 


“Dip he swear much?” “Well, all I can say is,” remarked 
plctiooesiey, “that the very leaving shop passes in my pocket 
urned round of their own accord; while the quartern of Red 
Heart Rum on the counter turned that pale that you might 
have taken it for a noggin of Unsweetened.’ 


BAD men, with nefarious aims, 
Think me for a mug they will book, 
But find, when they try on their games, 
I'm not such a fool as I look. 


‘Tis said I should join the Police, 
Because I'm so fond of the cook ; 

But, as 1 keep clear of the grease, 
I'm not such a fool as 1 look. 


Though of courting I’m awfully fond, 
In wedlock I've never been took, 

For, with due respect to that bond, 
I'm not such a fool as I look. 


* 

IT was during the late strike,and a second-class snob thought he 
would like to—er—* patronize those poor fellers, don’tcherknow, 
so, going down East, he entered one of the docker's houses, and 
got into conversation with three or four of the horny-handed sons 
of toil. Presently he observed, “ Don’t be shy, my good fellers. 
Sit down and make yourselves—er—my equals.” “J should b: 
bloomin’ sorry to do tnat,” said one of the dockers. “Why so? 
inquired the would-be swell. “Why? Becos we should have to 
bash out all our bloomin’ brains to do so.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture offered to the readers of “ Al..Y SLOPER'S IA LF-HOLIDA\ 
is an oil painting by JOHN CHARLTON, measuring 50 in, x 40 in., in @ hand- 
some gold frame, and entitled, 

AT BAY.’? 


All that has to be done ts to make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending 0” 
Envelope with this announcement inclosed, together with the Nome and address of 
the Applicant, any time before December 31st. 

Address—" ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


e° This Picture ts on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m, and 6 p.m. 
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Saturday, November 9, 1889.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE LORD MAYOR’S BANQUET. 


LORD MAYORS are so intimately connected with turtle soup it is 
next to impossible to think of one without thinking of the other. 
don't know 
whether the 
Lord Mayor eats 
turtle every day 
of his mayoral- 
ity, as, owing to 
the annual mis- 
behaviour of 
Poor Pa at the 
banquet, the 
Family don't, as 
a rule, get asked 
twice by the 
same mayor. 
But, in connec- 
tion with turtle, 
1 may mention a 
fact ortwolikely 
to prove of ser- 
vice to Well 
Regulated Girls 
generally who 
want to talk. 
Atthe Mayor's 
banquet there 
+» are usually 250 
tureens of turtle 
soup provided ; 
but at what is 
called a turtle 
dinner the ordinary allowance is six pounds, live weight, per head; and 
at what was known as the“ Spanish Dinner,” at the “City of London 
Tavern,” in 1808, 400 guests polished off 2,500lbs. Whether they all 
had enough, though, is not stated. A writer in the “New Monthly 
Magazine” says that, inthe West Indies, a turtle weighing eighty to 
one hundred pounds would furnish a satisfactory repast for ten or 
twelve persons, but that he has known “three turtles to be slain fora 
regular turtle feast in one of the Carribean Islands, ri:., a chicken 
turtle for steaks, one of one hundred pounds for soup and stewed 
fins, and a large hen for eggs and callipash.” In Soyer's famous 
one hundred guinea dish, put on the table for Prince Albert by the 
Mayor of York, he employed five turtles’ heads, part of fins and 
reenfat, at a cost of £34. If you can’t get asked to a Lord Mayor's 
anquet, dears, get your Johnny to take you to Birch’s, in Cornhill, 
or to the “Ship and Turtle,” in Leadenhall Street, and don’t let 
him miss the punch after the soup. 
Respecting turtles and tortoises when alive, I ing | add, perhaps, 
a word or two more. John Murray saw one near Exeter ‘Change, 
weighing several hundredweight, and said to be 800 years old (!!). 
Dr. Borlace speaks of another caught on the coast of Cornwall six feet 
nine inches long, from the tip of the nose to the tip of its tail, 
weighing 800lbs. In Hungary they eat land tortoises. When you 
boil a turtle’s egg—unlike a bird’s egg—the yolk hardens and the 
white remains liquid. In Hungary they eat land tortoises ; perhaps 


The Lord Mayor was awfully nice, 


Papa is overcome. 


because they are hungary. Mr. Jones had a tortoise the rats ate the 
head off, and it lived for three weeks afterwards. That’s all 1 know. 

Poor Pa at the banquet is a sight that once seen will be remem- 
bered. For some days previously he and Mr. McGooseley put 
themselves through a severe course of gin and orange bitters train- 
ing, with an occasional flutter of Absinthe and Vermouth, Amer 
Picon, Khoosh, Maag Boovekamp, Caracas and Boker. At the 
end of the training, on the afternoon of Lord Mayor's Day, Mr. 
McGooseley has adders up his trousers legs and black beet es on 
the brain, and is usually chained up ina loose box at the a 
Home, and Poor Pa’s aspect is singularly buoyant. When he 
arrives at the Lord Mayor's he generally makes the tour of the ban- 
quetting chamber, shaking hands with all the liveried hierlings, 
whom he addresses by their christian name, which, individually 
and collectively, appears to be Charles. Poor Pa is, at all times, 
most affable. 

After this there is generally some slight misunderstanding 
between the Lord Mayor and Poor Pa as to who ought to 
occupy the head of the table and make the first few s hes, 
in one of which Poor Pa was quite overcome. Poor Pa, too, 
has a way of chucking Lady Mayoresses under the chin and calling 
them “ducky,” which has not, perhaps, been altogether always 
approved of. The Prime Minister who attends the banquet has 

- invariably been 
fa n:) the recipient of 
, much back slap- 


ping from Poor 
»a, who also 
never fails to 
name him wrong: 
ly, and has called 
Salisbury Glad- 
stone every time 
they have met, 
which I hardly 
think can be 
agreeable. But, 
perhaps, what 
gives Poor Pa 
and the rest of 
the company 
most trouble, 
: however, are 
ae Poor Pa's golo- 
shes, which he 

= will not give up 
= —————__ onhisarrival,and 
= one of which he 
always loses dur- 
ing the lan 
z only occasionally 
Billy left early. to find it again 

z full of either soup 

or jelly and blancmange. In spite of my parent’s shortcomings, 
the Lord Mayor was awfully nice, and I sat next to him at dinner. 
Billy, who it appears, was caught stowing away provisions for his 
next day’s luncheon, left early. Why was I born to be so disgraced ? 


=—=>= —— 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Cut out and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 
THE“SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH 
COMPETITION. 


Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 9th, 1889, 


NGMO oo re ee Oe arene 
Address RR RR ET IRE TR Ae 


Occupation, if Qiny x....::cnceemee- 


How many times applied.......... 


How long a Purchaser of fen te ee 
the “Half-Holiday’’ 


The List for this week's Competition will close on Wednesday 
evening neat, November 13th, 1889. The Result of the Competition of 
Noventber 2nd, 1889, will be published inthe “ HALF-HOLIDAY " fur 
November 16th, 1889. 


170th WEEK. 
RESULT OF OCTOBER 26th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 
“sSLOPBR” WATCHHES:- 


1, H. LIGHTFOOT, Printer, 159 Chaumert Road, Rye Lane, Peckham. Age, 
18 years. Subscriber—5 years, 6 months, LONDON. 

. W. HIPKIN, Assistant, 54 Bridport Place, New North Road. Age, 21 years. 
Subscriber—54 years. LONDON. 

3. ALFRED MA VE, Parcels Carman, '20 Victor Road, College Park, 
Kensal Green. Age, 33 years. Subscriber—since No, 1. LONDON. 

4. WILLIAM HARVEY, Farmer, Weston Longville. pnp ss Oa 
ROUGH. 


ATTLEBO 
5. HENRY LEWIS, Mason, 1 Courtenay Road. Age, 43 years, Subscriber— 
Since ber, 1885, CADOXTON. 
6. TOM WHITE, Shunter, Warren. Age, 22 years. Subscriber—4 years, 48 
weeks, CHAPELTOWN. 
7. FRANCES TYE, 2 The Cottages, Crowr Lane. Age, 19 years. Subscriber— 
¢ over 5 years, CHISLEHURST. 


. FREDERICK HUDSON, Coal Dealer, 107 High Street. Age, 50 years. Sub- 
scriber—Since June, 1885. ERITH. 

9. ALFRED PEARCE, Railway Clerk, L. & 3. W. Railway, Queen St. Station. 
Age, 32 years. Subscriber—over 5 years, EXETER. 

10. JOHN JAMES BENNETT, Hotel Proprietor, “ Three Tuns” Hotel. Age, 30 
years. Subscriber—Since Christmas, 1884, FALMOUTH. 

11, N. DOCHERTY, Druggist’s Assistant, ¥23 Govan Road. Age, 17 years. Sub- 
sciber—S5 years, 3 months. GOVAN. 

12, HENRY DAVID HODGETTS, P. L. Weaver, 9 Milford Place, Sutton Road. 
Age, 29 eam Subscriber—over 5 years, KIDDERMINSTER. 

13. JOHN E. KIN, Printer, 10 Cross Kiln Street, Holbeck. Age, 18 years, 
Subscriber LEEDS. 


ears, 

ft. WILLIAM NE itAN, Carpenter, Rockfield. Age, 20 years. Subscriber— 
4 years, 36 weeks, MONMOUTH. 

15, MINNIE RUMBLE, 32 Dupree Road. Age, 20 years. Subscriber—over>4§ 
years, NEW CHARLTON. 

16. JAMES 8S. KNOWLES, Quarter-Master Sergeant, Barracks. Age, 34 years. 
Subscriber—over 5 years. PONTEFRACT. 

17. JAMES GEORGE, Estate Collector, 24 Bath Street. Age, 35 years. Subscri- 
ber—since June, 1884. RUGBY. 

18, TOM MALTBY, Comedian and Banjoist, Music Hall. Age, 27 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. HREWSBURY. 

19, T. RICKETTS, Signalman, Wool. Age, 23 years. Subscriber—over 5 years. 


WAREHAM. 
20, JAMES WM. EWENS, Postman, 1 Park Road. Age, 36 years. Subscriber— 
since December, 1884, YEOVIL. 


SLOPER’S SOCIAL SONNETS. 
No. 55.—THE GERMAN BANDSMAN. , 


1 CAME from Prussia proper 
Without a friendly copper ; 

1 came from the dear German land 
To join a pleasant German Band. 


From rise of sun to wane of moon 

I play upon the gay bassoon, | 
else the slippery tubes I slide 

Of the more tuneful ophicleide. 


On summer mornings, when it’s fine, 
‘The Watch,” you hear, sir. “on the Rhine.” 
Sometimes, in tune that often halts, 

We play the very latest waltz. 


Invalids, in bedrooms high, 

At we poor Teutons often cry. 

We laugh at them, we Germans free, 
And play as loud as loud can be. 


P’r'aps when war comes in distant days 
I'll know a lot of English ways ; 

In this country clever I 

Act in most things as a spy. 


1 take the Briton’s meat and pence, 
Lere him, for a recompense, 

y watchful eye, that p’r’aps some day 
Will help our army on its way, 


Our army ! which shall cross the seas 
To bring the Briton on his knees !— 
A sort of uhlan in disguise ; 

Most of us are really spies. 


What! you want to kick me, sir! 
What! you want to call me cur! 
I, a patriot, take my stand ; 

I came, sir, from the Fatherland ! 


WouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engaged. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate th, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), Ali letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above lations. 

Answers cannot be guaranteed within fourteen days, but will be forwarded as 
early as possible, 
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A CHARMER. 


—~ 


SHE was a curious sort of girl. 

Now, some girls are only curious when they have lived among 
curious people and 
curious things. 
This was not the 
case with her. 

However, Mary 
Jones always was 
an odd girl. She 
lived in the coun- 
try. I don’t know 
that on that ac- 
count she was 
more than ordi- 
narily ignorant. 
At anyrate, she 
was not more 
than ordinarily 
wicked. She was 
a curious mooning 
sort of girl. She 
had a good face 
and a remarkably 
fine figure. 

Yet she did not 
talk much to the 
yokels about the 
village. Neither 
did the doctors’ 
sone, nor the law- 
yers’ sons, nor the 
parsons’ sons find 
they could pay 
much court to her. 
This, perhaps—for 
the time being, at anyrate—was just as well for Mary Jones. 

She was a well read girl. This, perhaps, was not quite so good 
for one in her way of life, which was poor enough. Her father was 
a wheelwright’s labourer. 

Among other things she had a fancy for reading books about India. 

Among other ways of ceaeg, gee of themselves the yokels 
were always ready to go to the fairs which were held in the neigh- 
bourhood for their benefit. 

There was once a great show of Hindoo jugglers and snake 
charmers that set up near the town hall. 

Mary Jones, in tights, was seen talking to one of the Hindoos in 
the show, and soon after this the young woman was missing. 

* 


Talking to one of the Indians. 


* * * * * 

Perhaps some of you saw the great Serpent Queen that there was 
such a commotion about last year. I visited a Fakir show with my 
friend Jones. The Serpent Queen was a very handsome person. 
The great serpent writhed round her body. The Hindoos played on 
the flute and 
tapped the tom- 
tom. One of the 
black fellows 
never seemed to 
be able to take his 
eyes off her. 

“That beggar,” 
said my friend 
Jones to me, “is 
mad on that girl. 
Whata lark. Only 
last Lad Suk she 
sup) with some 
of usat the Hoyale. 
She came with a 
friend. I rather 
think she took a 


natures go to- 
gether. I should 
take care of our 
friend the serpent 
gentleman if I 
were you.” 

I supped that 
night with the 
The Serpent Queen. sagecious Jones. 

ike a lunatic, 
as he is occasionally, he showed me quite half a dozen portraits 
of the Serpent Queen—the Serpent Queen, who was christened 
Mary Jones, and had bolted from home to astonish the 


world. 

“She tells me,” he said, “that those fellows have a most won- 
derful power over those things. They can do anything they like 
with anything in the serpent way. That big python thing is as 
gentle with her as a lamb.” . 

“Humph!” I answered ; “ pram the beastly creature isn’t in 
the least attached to her. It's only the man that keeps it under 
control. For all his ba fag 1 he sat with her and the thing and 
made it make friends with her; he might set it against her, if it 
suited his whim.” 


* * * * * * 
Three days afterwards there was a very pleasant little story went 
hee, ee and everywhere, in the theatrical papers especially. 


by the big reptile. 

No one could 
bring any crime, 
though, home to 
the Hindoo. They 
said he was over- 
come with grief 
when they took 
him away from the 


“I believe,” said 
I to Jones, “he 
set it on out of 
jealousy about 
you.” 

Performing 
snakes and things 
have gone rather 
out of fashion ow- 
ms to this. 

ones, somehow, 
gets duller every 
day. I think he 
has something on 
$e ioe ie sent LP ry je : 
to the Joneses Be eS) > 

the Serpent (ao NS 
Queen's family, at on 
Christmas, but I 
don’t think even 
that eased his conscience altogether of his share in the tragedy. 

As to the Hindoo, I don't suppose he ever had any conscience at 
all to trouble him. ; 

I don’t like snakes myself, nor yet Hindoos. 


Overcome with grief when they took him away. 
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SLOPER’S SECRET CAMERA. 


; / he 
i NSS / 
“T must get Jack Manley to engaze the dances he =a 
wants creed several different initials. It looks su A Mt 1 1 > = 
avi to show your programme with six or seven No. 20.—Portrait of a good girl who, besides being able to have her brougham, anc Sue) re , ve on it wi 
J.M.'s on it. And if Mamma knew how often he'd waa sealskin and diamonds, cuntributes chiefly to the support of her sister, Taken Brown. Ab! I thought you'd come to grief, Jones. You should have taken it with a rush, 
danced with me she'd have w tit.” by SLOPER'S instantaneous process, Jones, And that's just what I have, too, have I not, man—with the rushes ? 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—CHIRGWIN, Esq. 


> (1). “I was thinking, mother,” said A. SLOPER to his little woman, “that it would be only kind if I called on the White Eyed Kaffir in the character of a friendly Zulu. 

No. 103.—Miss AGNES HAzEL. You have still that pheasant's feathers? A little blacking and the front doormat will do the rest."——(2). Filling the good old bottle with South African sherry (“A cape- 
portal idea,” he smiling remarked) for this occasion only, A. SLOPER sallied forth; but happened to pass the Battersea School Board establishment at “all out’ time. He 

returned to reinstate himself in his well known moth eaten garb.— (3). The meeting was hearty. “ What, Chirgwin!" cried A. SLOPER. “ What cheer, SLOPER!” 

of the white eye, assuming an easy attitude ; then in his own language, “ Jim jam bo ko maca dovgul jam jam!" “Quite so,” replied A. SLOPER ; “ now, tell me, is that som 

her with your 


“ Again am I the slave of love.” —The Dook Snook. 
« - s clad uptic of thine a birthmark, heirloom, or what ?"——(4). “ "Twas received on the field of battle trom Bung-bung chief of the Dotty tribe—his scalp, tog 
My affection for thee will for ever endure. —Lord Rob. Order of Merit, now hangs at the portals of the various halls at which I appear."——(5). “ How came you to England?" “A missionary, hearing my voice, induced me to 
- . ae : forsake the land of my birth, promising I should sing in the Abbey with a beautiful Angelic Choir. Tit man deceived me—he was General Booth disguised—but enough, 
I hail her as queen of all creation. —The Hon, Billy. let us sample that sherry of yours.” (They do.) 


THE ELDER “*McBONGALLED.” . 
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Tar Tow 
1. “ Ye shameless heathen, tak’ off that kilt, and he decent, like the dear Laird and me,” said the & MoParritch appeared on the scene as the Elder was bursting his boot, and said, “ That's right, Elder; he can now aualyze the ingredients of a af 
S good hielaud kick, And maybe he'll mak’ cough drops for the ballet lassic vot o' it.” Deo} 


great McBongall to the Elder, 
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Hany -Habay Robueng- 
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Here I am, you see, boys, with a good seasonable Show again. Time, tide, and myself wait forno man, And pray what is your opinion of the following flamers, eh 2?—A little lad, but ten years 
old, To Town from Cardiff tramped, I’m told :—Says Gladstone, men of every trade Of late have great advances made :—He'd hissed before her finger tips, This time he thought he'd taste her lips :— 


. == | 
A_“FAT"-UITOUS DEMAND. | 
Chorus of voices. Take yer fat off, guv'nor. Bluwed if we can see 
anything of the stage behind you. 
a (But, strange to say, he finds it impossible to 
comply with their demands. 


PUTTING HIM AT HIS EASE. 
a Miss Gushington. What a pity you are not an actor, Mr. Tubbs! 
Do you know, I think you would make quite au Jdeal Romev. 


He (to boy who has been left in charge of shop for an hour). Have you any old Roman swords? 


Roy. Roman swords, sir? No, sir; but we shall ‘ave some in a week or two. They ain't quite 


OH, SHADES OF OUR ANCESTORS! 


SSN 


~3 ad 


doue a-rustiu’, yet. 


The Eminent on_Guy Fawkes’ Day, Behaved in quite a foolish way :—The London Mayoralty, I hear, Is in its seven hundredth yar :—A stupid jury here we see, The prisoner came off scot free :— 
Nays “ Jack,” “ Four efforts are in vain, I mean to get to work again” ;—That's all! and I should very much like to know who is stupid enough % 


thing as the Lord Mayor's procession (however grand it may be) after witnessing the delightful spectacle provided for them by-——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


h to care a couple of farthing lollipops about such a 


SMART OF HER 


He. I gave you this treat. and you have spent the whole evening 
flirting with Jones, You women are a delusion, 
She. Well, you are always hugging some delusion, 


SIMILIA SIMILIBUS CURANTUR. 
Master. So Nellie is your cousin, eh? Well, you'd better write 


out her letter a hundred times. Yon do nothing else but read her 


letter and neglect your work shamefully ; but you'll have bad about 
euvugh of it wheu yuu ve duue your task, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 
— 
A. SLOPER ON IKY-MOSES-ISM IN THE CITY. 

TO an evenly balanced and purely honourable mind’like A, SLo- 
PER'S the recent show up in the cuse of Messrs. Marks, Woolfe and 
Marix came like a bomb- 
shell ina peaceful village. 
A, SLOPER was wont to 
think well of all mankind, 
and our readerswill readily 
understand what a shoc 
a revelation of this kind 
is on a@ nervous system 
o’erwrought with gin and 
other things. Perhaps the 
most painful thing in the 
) whole case is that the com- 

anion of his youth, Ikey 
Moses, approves of this 
way of ‘oof gathering. 
ALLY, to put him to the 
test, the other day, left 
2500, in.an off hand man- 
her, on the counter, went 
out fora snifter, came back 
and found the chosen one 
hard at the bullion, Did 
ALLY send for the police? 
No, With big bright tears 
falling fast otf the end of 
his nose, ina voice choked 
with emotion, he merely 
said :—Commencing wit 
the “ HALF-HOLIDAY” for 
August 3rd,cut out the first 
paragraph in“ Ally-Campane” from each week's paper, and keep the 
cuttings by you until January 25th, 1890, when you will have twenty- 
six in your possession. ‘Then post the twenty-six cuttings, with your 
name and address, to “Sloper’s £500 Competition,” “ THE 
SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., and 
look in an early number for the name and address of the lucky 
winner of the £500. Don't post any of the cuttings until you 
have the twenty-six—that is, one from each week's “ I[ALF-HOLI- 
DAY,” commencing August 3rd, 1889, and ending January 25th, 
189). In case you lose any of your cuttings, back numbers are 
kept in stock, which may be had through any newsagent or railway 
stall, price one penny, or, post-free, three-halfpence, direct from 
“The Sloperies.” 


A MUTUAL ADVANTAGE. 

The circulation of “ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is now 
considerably over three hundred and = forty thousand copies 
weekly. and if, by January 25th, 1890, it should reach four hundred 
thousand copies, in addition to the above mentioned, 
£1,000 will be given, in Twenty Consolation Prizes of £50 each, 
to twenty unsuccessful Competitors in the £500 Competition. 
You evidently base your arguments on the old saying, “Set a thief 
to catch athief.” But you had better be careful, you.may be had 
up for libel; and even, supposing you won the £500, that sum 
would never cover the costs of the defence. 

7* 
* 

A SENSATIONAL story is afloat relating toa well known physician 
in New York, to the effect that his wife ran away to Italy with an 
Italian, that the husband went 
to Italy alsoto see his children, 
and was incarcerated in a 
madhouse in Milan, where he 
was shamefully illtreated. His 
wife returned to America and 
managed to gain possession 
of all his property, but his 
brother went to Italy and 
succeeded in obtaining his 
release from the asylum, and 
on his return he instituted av 
suit for the restoration of his 
property against his wife, who 
was then deserted by her 
Italian lover, She denies the 
whole story. Ah! women, 
not men, were deceivers ever, 

* 


= 

THE Eminent — otherwise 
the Friend of Man—other- 
wise—well, not to put too fine 
® point upon it—A. SLOPER, 
Esq.—(N.B.—None genuine 
without the trade mark)—is 
leased to learn that his 
rother littérateur, the inde- 
fatigable = Mr. Davenport- 
Adams, is bringing out a 
companion volume to his “Byways in Bookland,” wiich A, S. 
highly approved of some time ago. The new volume (which is 
again of the Elliott Stock) is called “Rambles in Bookland,” and 
contains many interesting literary and theatrical essays, See that 
article about Mrs, Grundy and—oh my ! 

s 


e 
THEY'VE got a woman editor in India now. There has appeared 
there the Bharut Bhagni (the “ Indian Sister”), a monthly journal, 
edited by a Punjabee lady rejoicing in the name_of Srimati Har- 
devi, a daughter of the late R: i Ba nadur Kanhya Lal. 


* 

The Bungalow bids fair to hold its own at Toole’s Theatre for 
some time to come; indeed, the advertisements modestly describe 
it as “the greatest 
success of modern 
times.” This is cer- 
tainly “a little, just 
a little” too lauda- 
tory an expressionto 
use, but, neverthe- 
less, there is certain- 
ly & most marked 
improvement in the 
piece since its first 
production, and the 
public are beginning 
to recognize the fact 
in a manner that 
must be decidedly 
satisfactory to the 
management. 
Charles Glenney 
Fred. Kaye, an 
Yorke Stephens act 
admirably; as do 
also Helen Forsyth, 
Vane Featherstone. 
Cissy Grahame, and 
Sophie Larkins,each 
of the ladies bein 
described (see ad- 
vertisement) as one 
of the beauties of The Bungalow,a title which, it must be admitted, 
they all four fully deserve. 


Led 
> 


THERE has been n heavy rainfall, which has destroyed the rich 
cotton crop in the Yang-tse Valley. A widespread famine seems 
«mminent, and the price of rice is already trebled. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


It is evident that Vienna has t from us the infection of 
purifying its biysene of public entertainment, but the epidemic takes 
u somewhat different turn in the 
gay Austrian capital. The corps 
de ballet at the opera was the first 
to be subjected to this course of 
purification, which consisted in 

ricking out all those ladies of the 

allet whose “superior” age or 
whose physical appearance made 
them unfit to figure in the ranks 
of the dancers. “We intend,” 
say the autocrats of the opera, 
“to present to our audiences ouly 
the graceful and pleasant figures 
of such dancers who are past 
mistresses of the art. 


s 

THE very true observation, or- 
iginally made by an ancestor of 
A, SLOPER'S, to the effect that 
“Time and Tide wait for no 
Man,” is illustrated at the present 
moment by the appearance of the 
Christmas Annuals, It does not 
seem a year since the Tottering 
Fabric alluded to the same sub- 
ject, but, nevertheless, it is. Per- 

aps the most exciting work that 
has yet appeared is “A Ghastly 
Fraud,” by H. T. Johnson, being the Round Table Annual for 1890, 
Lovers of thrilling romance should plank down their shilling with- 
out delay, and wake up with the nightmare. The eight full page 
pictures, by George Gatcombe, are most excellent, and the cover 
itself, printed in colours, ALLY thinks, would serve as a wrinkle 
in sensational effect to Messrs, G, R. Sims, Henry Pettjtt, Paul 
Merritt and the rest of the blood curdling school. The Eminent 
can say no more, es 

* 


A CAMPAIGN against that soothing and sustaining beverage, tea, 
has been begun. A French writer boldly asserts that in England tea 
is mainly responsible for the prevailing vice of drunkenness, for it 
excites a craving for stimulants stronger than itself. “Gracious!” 
ejaculated Mrs. Sloper, upon reading the above, “ what a lot of tea 
that there ALLY must have been drinking lately; and yet I’ve 
often heard him say as 'ow he couldn't abide the fragrint leaf.” 


= 
A Wapits deer died recently at the Zoological Gardens which 
had been there since 1867. A rather long life this for a captive, but 
it sinks into insignificance when compared to that of a Madagascar 
rrot, which lived more than fifty years in the Gardens, and may 
e said to have arrived at least at years of discretion when it was 
purchased. ae 

= 
ONncE again has “Fireworks Day” been celebrated in time 
honoured fashion at Mildew Court. Once more have Aunt 
Higgins’ best 
Sunday | scis- 
sors been 
utilized for 
the purpose of 
extracting 
current coin 
of the realm 
from the 
chaste depths 
of Evelina’s 
money box. 
Yet again do 
those two 
beauteous 
boys add in- 
sult to injury 
by affixing 
the common 
cracker of 
commerce to 
the pigtail of 
her whom 
they have de- 
prived of the 
telicity of contributing to the fund for supplying Zulu maidens with 
underclothing at cost price. The cracker explodes, and the yells of 
the'affrighted victim of the outrage attract Evelina’s maternal parent 
and a broomstick to the spot, and that night the dismal howls of 
those two unfortunate lads, as they lay writhing in agony in their 
respective rooms, led to the supposition amongst the neighbours 
that Barnum had taken furnished apartments for his menagerie in 

the vicinity. ee 
= 


Sir WILFRID LAWSON is gradually coming to his senses, for,in 
a speech’which he made recently he described himself as “a gloomy 
fanatic with water on the brain.” Now what the Eminent has ail 
ns been trying to impress spre Sir Wilfrid is how much more 
comfortable it is to suffer from Unsweetened on the brain. Even 
now he's not beyond all hape; let him but take a sufficient 
quantity of So-and-so's & Co.'s whisky (no charge for advt.), and 
by the time that beverage has sufticiently diluted the water which 
is washing about in his cranium he'll be quite another man. 


* 

Mr. EDISON has just built and equipped a factory now capable 
of turning out upwards of 500 compe talking mechanisms per 
day, suitable to be placed in dolls. J is factory is now in operation. 

* 

It is stated on competent authority that the Nizam proposes 
spending a couple of hundred thousand pounds or so in entertaining 
Prince Albert Victor during his visit to Hydera- 
bad. There will be a military review of 9,000 men 
of allarms. It will, no doubt, be a very grand 
affair altogether. How much more his visitor 
would appreciate the review of a regiment of 
Amazons, dressed say, to represent the military 
uniforms from the time of the Vikings to the 
present period, if it could be turned out for in- 
spection. This suggestion is entirely at the dis- 
posal of the Nizam, Augustus Harris, or any body 
else who can fully appreciate its value. 


* 

THE electrification of wine is likely to be ex- 
tensively pursued in Italy. Fifty or sixty 
different sorts of wines have already been experi- 
mented upon, with very satisfactory results. 
The wine is clarified, acquires a “ bouquet,” and, 
it appears, stands equally well transport by land 
or long sea journeys. *\° 


THE profits resulting from the Paris Exhi- 
bition amount to upwards of £320,00u, 


* 

THE Vienna student gets plenty of excitement 
at times. There is abways a chance of a more 
or less bloody encounter between rival corps, to 
say nothing of the broadsword combats com- 
pared with which those got up by Mr. Crummles 
siuk into utter insignificance. Recently a large 
number of them, armed with sticks, attacked 
two corps which had purposely disarmed them- 
selves, and the battle ended m arout. Now it 
is expected that the cakes and ale will be discontinued, and that such 
innocent recreations as duels and street combats will be stopped. 
The students are now bewailing the degeneracy of the times. 


(Saturday, Novembar 9. 1889, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING NOVEMBER 16TH, 1889, 
pase reais 

10th November, 1764.—By a will of this date, Ralph Allen, 
@ great improver of postal communication, left £1,000, among other 
bequests, to the Hon. William Pitt. Previous to the adoption of 
Allen's system, letters from Cheltenham or Bath for Worcester or 
Birmingham required first to go to London, which, in those days 
of slow locomotion, caused serious delays and heavy losses, fy 
his system, which he worked at his own expense, Allen made 
£10,000 a year profit. 

lutth November, 1787.—Three drovers were this day sitting 
together in a public-house, in the neighbourhood of Fleet Market. 
when, for a trifling wager, they agreed to toss who should cut ott 
the other's ears. The winner, a brutal fellow, who some years pre- 
viously had chopped off his thumb to avoid service in the army, 
actually cut off the ears of one man, who subsequently died from 
loss of blood ; and one of the ears of the other man was slightly cut. 

11th November, 1821.— On this day died the eccentric 
Chaplain ot Manchester, “Jotty ” Brookes, of whom many droll 
stories are told. One day, when he was talking in an overbearing 
fashion to a very aged gentleman, and continually making use ot 
the expression, “ We old men,” the other at last turned upon him 
with the question, “Why, how owd art ta?” “I'm sixty-foive,” 
said Jotty. “Sixty-foive!” rejoined the ancient. “Why, ta’s a 
lad! Here’s a penny for thee. Goo, buy thysel’a penny po ye.”” 

11th November, 1748.—Hull, in his “ History of the Glove Trade,” 
says that Charles 1V., King of Spain, was so much under the intlu- 
ence of any lady who wore white kid gloves, that the use of them 
at Court was strictly prohibited. : 

1lth November, 1889.—Festival of St. Martin.—The once popular 
expression, “ My Eye and Betty Martin,” is said to be a vulgar ver- 
sion of the commencement of a Popish prayer to this Saint, running 
thus :—“ Oh mihi, beate Martine.” 


12th November, 1840.—On this day Nick Ward announced 
that, “ without bouncing, he was willing to fight Ben Caunt.” The 
fight came off at Long Marsden. Caunt made his appearance with 
as oddly an assorted pair of seconds as ever handled a champion of 
the P.R.—Ben Butler, his uncle, well stricken in years, and Atkin- 
son, a 94 stone man, whose disparity of size with the man he was 
supposed to pick up excited tne risibility of the old ring-goers, 
“Never thee mind,” said Ben to a bystander; “I'm not going to 
tumble down; he's big enow for me.” Caunt, indeed, easily gained 
the victory, and, on quitting the%ring, leapt over the ropes, a height 
of four feet six, and ran a pretty fast race against a Corinthian, 
across a piece of ploughed land, for a bottle of wine, which he 
cleverly won. . , 

12th November, 1836.—Mr. T. D. Rice first appeared this evening 
at the Adelphi Theatre as Jim Crow. 


18th November, 1'771.—Solway Moss, an extensive Moras:, 
near the River Esk, at the head of Solway-Firth, between Dum- 
friesshire and Cumberland, burst ita confines this day and inun- 
dated a considerable portion of the adjacent district. The eruptive 
deluge consisted of a biack, mossy tincture. which, issuing from its 
subterraneous abode like a cataract of thick ink, continued in 
streams of the same appearance, intermixed with large fragments 
of peat, till it had covered an area of 500 acres, destroying in its 
awful passage several houses, numbers of cattle, and reducing 
twenty-eight industrious families to a state of complete indigence. 
The p'ain was, however, reclaimed by the exertions of an illiterate 
Yorkshireman, named Wilson, whose self-taught genius at once 
conceived the plan and directed its execution. 

13th November, 1876.—An old man, aged 85, an inmate of St. 
Pancras Workhouse, was found this cronies by a pointsman in the 
middle of 2 tunnel on the Metropolitan Railway, between King’s 
Cross and Gower Street. He was trembling from head to foot and 
wet to the skin. On the platform at Kings Cross he had asked 
the way to Gower Street, and had been told through the tunnel. 
The old man went in and wandered along for three hours. Finding 
there were trains running backwards and forwards he became 
bewildered, but for safety crouched close to the wall of the tunnel, 
and frequently had the Gait ditticulty in escaping, as he felt 
many of the trains touch him as they went past. 


14th November, 1824.—The houses on the south side of 
Fleet Street were formerly continuous, so that St. Bride’s Church 
was shut out from view. On the above date—a Sunday—a fire took 
place, which burnt three or four houses in Fleet Street to the 
ground, thus affording a tine view of this superb work of Wren’s. 
Advantage was taken of the accident to make the present openinz. 
the present offices of Punch and the shop opposite being built on 
the site of the fire. : 

14th November, 1803.—On this day, near the City of Apt, in the 
south of France, “a black substance, weighing seven pounds six 
ounces, descended from the air and fell into a vineyard, burying 
itself ten inches in the ground, accompanied by a loud whistling. 
It had a foetid smell, resembling sour milk. Struck with steel it 
emitted very littie fire. It was given into the custody of the Pre- 
fect of Vaucluse.” 


15th November, 159.—Barnabas Brisson, the learned and 
indefatigable student, seized by the orders of the Conseil des Seize. 
and condemned without trial, was this day hanged from a beam in 
the Council Chamber. Enc oe his judges inexorable as to hi- 
execution, he besought them to defer it until he shou d have com- 
pleted an important work, which would be of value to the nation, 
offering to remain in prison during the time of his reprieve. His 
executioners, however, were deaf to any argument. 

15th November, 1886.—The Daily Telegraph of this date says :— 
“Some eighteen months ago Mr. John Sharry, V.S., of Norton 
Malton, successfully amputated one of the hind legs for injury of a 
valuable and well-bred shorthorn cow, the object being to retain 
the cow for breeding ig degeten while a wooden leg was affixed to 
the stump. Many will be pleased to hear that the object has been 
fully achieved ; the cow is now a mother, and has a tine bull calt 
running by her side.” ; 

16th November, 1825.—Under this date, one Joseph 
Leeming, otherwise “The rial” and “The New Discovery, 
writes to Mr. Hone to complain of a derisive account of his pro- 
ceedings at Vauxhall, where, fantastically attired, he distributed 
cards inscribed, “The New Discovery challenges the Whole World 
and artists individually, to find a man, or even desi, n, that can in 
any way, in form or shape, be compared to him.’ Then, a ring 
having been formed, he “ put himself into various positions, with 
the intent of displaying his transcendant form in the attitude o! 
ancient statues. That which seemed to give the most lively satis: 
faction to himself and his increasing audience was the Gladiator. 
He maintained it with painful perseverance and patient endurance 
while the perspiration ured down his face and the spectator- 
shrieked with laughter.” This simple creature had a mould taken 
of his leg, which was exhibited by a shoemaker in Holborn, and 
honestly believed himself to be the most perfectly formed man it 
existence ; which, however, was far from being the case. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 50 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Dr 
prictor of “ALLY SLOPER’S HAL¥-HoLIDAy,” fe 1 


next-af-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servant’ 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his or her death 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United Kin dom. 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issuc of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Lise 
HOLIDAY ” ts found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HAL¥-HOLIDAY ” is published pict! Thursday 
morning at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one wee Srom tha’ 
time, expiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


e's? 


Saturday, November 9, 1889.) 
A (CROSSING) SWEEPING STATEMENT. 


“ Women are less liberal to crossing sweepers than men.”—Daily Paper. 


————- ~ 


3 UR crors! sw i 
6 tae eae OuR ing sweepers 


purfession 
Ain't a bed of roses— 
not much ! 
With some pitches in 
persession 
Little oof can yer daily 
touch, 
‘Tis them crorsin’s wot's 
crorsed by females 
(“ No-Fee"-males, the 
word should be) ; 
For to us industrious 
free males 
‘Tis seldom they parts 
a dee. 
Now, J're got a pitch,a 
crossin’ as which 
Perdooces not many a 


ee ; 
My profit's so low, I shall 
chuck it and go— 


It’s got too many 
vimmin for me—d'ye 
see? 


Far too many donahs for me! 


We're told as the hearts of the ladies 
Is for kindness and sich renowned ; 
My experients, though, I'm afraid is 
ather the other way round. 
My crorsin's a bloomin’ cortion— 
or gals as can't get at their purse— 
And no males comes in ekal proportions— 
O, them vimmin, they gets worse and worse ! 
Then, blow this ‘ere pitch, ‘tis a crorsin’ as which 
Don't find me no browns, d'ye see? 
As there don't seem no hope, J shall chuck it and slope— 
It’s got too many donahs for me—not a dee 
From them femernin gals do I see. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Manis now giving Two Substaptial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
une toa paorg and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
is to cut out dnd fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to :— 


ALLY’S “PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


'. pplicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” November 9th, 1889. 


Names eee eee 
Address... 


* ¢ 


* “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
145th WEEK. 


RESULT OF OCTOBER 26th COMPETITION. 


The following Applicants have been Awarded 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 
1. ELIZABETH LAKE, 143 Earl's Court Road, Kensington, LONDON. 
A SILKE UMBRELLA (Silver Mounted). 

2. THOMAS RANDLE, Stony Cross, SPONDON. 
A TOURISTS KNAPSACK. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be in- 
wrted in this column free of charge, r0- 
rided the Sender's Name and Address 
are inclosed with the Advertisement, not 
for pw, but as a guarantee of 
quod faith, 

Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and 
post-free, to forward unopened, to the 
parties interested, all letters received in 
reply to the advertisements inserted. 
Advertisements already reccived, which 
do not appear below, will be inserted as 
soon as space admits, Address— 


TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 


JULIA (Aged 19). 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


"WO YOUNG LADIES wish to correspond with two young gen- 

_ tlemen with view to matrimony. Florrie, aged 20, is of medium height, 
with dark hair and eyes, musical and loving disposition. May,aged 18, is tall, 
fair, and considered good looking, domesticated and ‘museal Address— 
“ FLORRIE” or * MAY,” “ TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 
"9 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
A NON-COMMISSIONED OFFICER in Foot Guards (about to 
<A be transferred to Army Reserve), 25 years of age, medium height, not bad 
looking, fair complexion, wishes tu correspond with a domesticated young lady 
“ith view to matrimony. Photos exchanged if desired. Address" GUARDS- 
AS S ores MATRIMONIAL AGENCY," “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
ondon, F.C, 


f UBY, aged 28, tall, musical, and of a loving and affectionate 

disposition, would like to meet with a gentleman between 30 and 40, tall, 
anneal, aad well educated, also of a loving nature. Please addreas, in strict con- 
tilence, “RUBY,” “ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 
Shoe Lane, London, E.C, : not 


Widow ER, Publican, aged 38, without encumbrance, would 
. like to meet with a lady (a widow not objected to), about 30 years of age, 
with Speedy view to matrimony. She must be medium height, cheerful, 
horoughly domesticated, and of a loving disposition. Should like photo, which 
ou be returned in strict comfidence. Address—“ PUBLICAN,” “TOOTSIE'S 
“ATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


JESS 


SSIE AND ROSIE would like to correspond with two young 
i {Pentlemon. Jessie, aged 21, tall, dark, and rather slight, thoroughly domesti- 
ry ed. Rosie, aged 17, height and complexion medium, slight, gentle and modest. 
: sponte pores ae will be aoe if not approved of, and address, 
$ “ROSIE,” “ TOOTSIE’S MATRIMON: jae Sloperies,” 
#9 Shoe ans, Lagden EC. IAL AGENCY,” “ The Slo A 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— eS 


*,* In consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we 

are unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire : 
but the Editor wishes to assure his Correspondents that all 
letters of importance and interest, and of moderate length, 
will be sure to find a place ultimately in his Letter-Box,and 
he therefore invites correspondence on all subjects, 


SOMERTON, SOMERSET, October 21st, 1889. 

DEAR OLD ALLY,—We have formed in our little town a “ Nose 
Club,” called “The Somerton Noseology Society.” We adopted 
this title, thinking it would sound more aristocratic. Any person 
of the masculine gender, whose nose exceeds the ordinary average 
size of noses, can become a member—that is, if he lives in the town 
or neighbourhood. We have, however, made one exception to this 
rule, and that is in the case of your most noble self, for it is my 
most pleasant duty to inform you that we have, without your 
permission, put your name upon the list as belonging to our 
Society. As soon as your austere name was mentioned the whole 
meeting shouted out, * We must have ALLY.” At first we thought 
of making you president, but, upon second thoughts, we came tu 
the conclusion that we had better select one of the members living 
in the town, and further to exclude you from the committee 
altogether, as you could not possibly come here to attend our 
meetings and help to transact the business of the society. How- 
ever, we have put your name at the op of the list of ordinary 
members, as everyone was unanimously of opinion that your 
“elongated proboscis” duly qualified yon to hold that position. 
You will, therefore, after this date, be entitled to use the capitals 
F.S.N.S. after your name, which signifies “ Fellow of the Somerton 
Noseology Society.” When we have our annual supper, we all 
hope you will come and “grace our company with your presence.” 
—I am, dear ALLY, yours noseologically, J. QUILLINK, 

(Secretary.) 


CaRDIFF, October 23rd, 1889. 

DEAR OLD BoAzeERs,—I think that they are taking too great a 
liberty with you this week. In the first place, there is Tarpot, who 
wants to know if you are an ancestor of one of the biggest rogues 
that ever lived. I hope not; in fact, 1am sure that no one with 
the highly esteemed name of SLOPER would be guilty of anything 
of the sort. If it had been to buy a bottle of “ Unsweetened,” and 
distributed amongst the poor and thirsty, we could have believed 
the action; but not so, you are of a far higher race than the 
dealer in pots and grass. Then there is that greasy swab of a B. A. 
Shareholder, who would like to puta opie your little amusement 
at Brighton, all because you did not ask him to share in the profits 
and taste out of the bottle. But never mind, old man, there are 
plenty more places than Brighton to start an aquarium ; and I am 
one of those chaps that go to sea, and will try and send you some 
curiosities for it by next summer. It is of no use my saying that I 
would like to be in London to have a booze with you, for I can get 
that anywhere, Trusting that you will enjoy yourself, you old 
washing tub sailor, and with kind love to all the Slopers, 

1 remain, yours, A SAILOR. 


14, THORPE ROAD, Forest GATE, Lonpoy, E., 
October 25th, 1889. 

My DEAR ALLY,—It is with the greatest feeling of delight and 
gratitude that I take up my writing tool to thank you in black 
and white for the very handsome present, viz.,a splendid Bass 
Vio. and Bow, with which you have presented me to play in my 
part of Rumbo, the Toy Baby Elephant. in Augustus Harris’ next 
pantomime at the Tyne Theatre, Newcastle-on-Tyne, and I really 

ope that all Tynesiders, Insiders, Outsiders, or any other Siders, 
will be pleased with my_ show therewith and follow my example, 
apply for a present, and be as successful and pleased with your 
munificent liberality as I am. Thanking you most sincerely 
dear ALLY, and trusting that your “ H.-H.” may reach the sale of 
four hundred thousand copies long before the 25th of January 
next, I beg ever to be remembered as an ally of ALLY’S (one of the 
“ presented ”) FRANK W. VALLANTT 


‘ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. (The Baby Elephant). 


Home FARM, BEDDINGTON, SURREY, October 27th, 1889. 
My DEAR ALLY,—I am ao farmer's daughter, and would be 
pleased if you would offer prizes to farmers’ daughters. We could 
compete for the best made bread, butter, puddings, and pastry, and 
even jam. It is rather late for jam making, but we could make 
jam roley puddings. I am sure you would find all these things 
very useful for your London r. You really bg Sat to think of 
us sometimes, for we most of us admire you. I have not got a 
lover, but if you are thinking of patting Mrs. S. on one side, 
hope you will remember me. I would be a good mother to 
your bairns, and I have every good thing on my side—health, 
wealth, and beauty. I hope you will give this your kind attention, 
and beg to remain, your loving admirer, 
POLLY, THE FARMER'S DAUGHTER. 


THE WAIL OF A CELEBRITY. 
A list of Celebrities who have ridden on omnibuses is going round the Press, 


IN coach or cab, in tram or train, 
They're foxing me about, 
And, as I pass, from every pane 
The Peeping Toms peep out. 
The shortest journey e’er | make, 
The lightest word I say, 
For an admiring public's sake 
Is in the Press next day. 
When I was no Celebrity, my days serenely sped : 
But now I'm a Celebrity, I would that 1 were dead. 


What soap I use to wash my fists, 
What grease to grease my hair, _ 
Of what choice food each meal consists, 
What size of shirts I wear. 
How many smokes per day | whiff, 
What pole I’ve patronised— 
The world would end, Lord love you, if 
The world were not apprised ! 
When I was no Celebrity, my days divinely sped ; 
But now I'm a Celebrity, | would that I were dead! 


And when at night with fevered brain 
I lay me down to rest, 
They creep on tiptoe to obtain 
The measure of my chest. 
They count the corns upon my toes, 
They count my pulse’s score ; 
And all the world next morning knows 
The tune to which I snore. 
When I was no Celebrity, no pressman meward sped ; 
sut now I’m a Celebrity, Pl punch the pressman's head ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A RISING caricaturist writes to SLOPER, and mentions, among 
other recommendations, that he can take off his own boots. 

To HAIRDRESSERS, PERFUMERS, ETC.—I¢ is not every new per- 
fume that goes because it’s scent. 

To YouNG AuTHORS.—Your punctuation may be faultless, yet 
you may write without point. 

PARTIES who “round” on you very often, try to make you think 
they mean “square.” 

A POPULAR AcT “ Drop."—A split Soda-and-B. 

A PLEDGE oF Love.—The “engagement ring” at our uncle's, 
‘i Wuy IS A QUAKER “HIM” }—Lecause he is a singular mascu- 
ine, 

A YOUNG lady, learning to spell, wants to know if there's a ic 
inlove? Generalls. 
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AN AFFAIR EXTRAORDINARY. 


—s —Continued. 

NOTHING further then occurred till we reached the terrace. 
Arriving here he made a rapid but careful survey of this beauti- 
ful promenade, 
Searcely a soul 
was there. Most 
of the seats were 
unoccupied. He 
selected the most 
secluded one and 
sit down with an 
air of triumph.... 
| crept up cau- 
tiously behind. 
and — bided my 
time! 

Presently he 
spoke. “No one 
can see me,” he 
said in a hoarse 
whisper, “and 
now is the time! 
Now then — row 
Jor it!” 


He then  pro- 
duced the fatal 
phial! 

He next pro- 
ceeded to draw the 
cork !! 

He then began 


sniffing at the 
deadly poleon, as 
thoug the 
noxious drug 
possesecd the 
; ouquet of a deli- 
cate wine, whilst a smile— positively a smile, as of anticipated 
pleasure—crossed his fine open countenance. 

He then, placing the neck of the phial between his lips, and 
leaning back his head gradually, proceeded to absorb the draught. 

Now, then, was my chance—now to take him in the very act ! 

I flashed at him like lightning, and brought one hand down 
upon him with a clap as of thunder, whilst with the other I seized 
the deadly phial, in which a half of the liquid still remained. 

“Caught in the very act!" I cried. “I saw you do it! I am 
Detective Sm*TH! I arrest you for ATTEMPTED SUICIDE! .... 
Come along !" 

And, spite his cries, expostulations and entreaties, I dragged him 
off to the police station, where he was locked up securely for the 
night, whilst the deadly phial, recorked and carefully sealed, was 
also locked up for the necessary medical analysis. 

I then went . 
home —a proud 
man; my for- 
tune, [ felt, was 
indeed made. 
That night 1 
dreamed a truly 
sweet dream, in 
which I saw my- 
self receiving 
the “Thanks of 
the Bench,” 


The fatal phial. 


eeee 


etc., etc. 
The next 
morning a most 


astounding cir- 
cumstance 
happened. 

It actually 
appeared — ac - 
cording to the 
defendant's soli- 
citor —that the 
miserable sui- 
cide had _posi- 
tively no inten- 
tion of behaving 
as such; 
that, on the 
contrary— 
according 
to the same 
(so-called) 
evidence—the M.S. was a highly respected city alderman, and well 
known gourmet ; that he was on his way toachoice dinner at the 
“Star and Garter”; that, to appetize the banquet, he had brought 
with hima glass of his “own particular dry sherry and bitters,” 
which, for appearance sake, he ad put in an old medicine bottle! 

And | am now threatened with an action for false imprisonment. 


Now was my chance. 


ANOTHER AFFAIR EXTRAORDINARY. 
(“FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED.”) 


SCOTLAND YARD, S.W. 
DEAR ALLY,—I desire to make a plain statement of an Affair 
still more Extraordinary than that | had the honour to communi- 
cate to you during the past week. I am, sir, your obedient servant, 
JOHN SM*TH (Detective Ofticer). 


THE STATE- 
MENT. 
VERY soon after 
the Affair above 
alluded to I was 
told off by the 
authorities here to 
take up a “case” 
in the country. 
Some envious 
subordinates said 
(behind my back) 
that the London 
public had had 
almost about 
enough of me for 
the present, and 
ihat it would be 
vitvisable to give 
the country one a 
turn, Of course I 
took no notice of 
these remarks; 
every body—es pevi- 
ally myself — con- 
sidered it was 
entirely the wrong 
fellow’s fault for 
not being the right 
fellow. Somehow 
or other, however, 
the Affair — gross 


“Come along!” 


mistake, some envious idiots actually called it—made some little stir 
at the time, and those stupid newspaper fellows got writing packs 
of rubbish about “the police and the public,” and so forth, in conse- 
quence of all which the 
brand new inspector from the north was appointed, who was to set 
everything and everybody right. 


yard anthoriiies woke up a bit, and a 


(Zo be continued next week.) 
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THE “F.O.5." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Nu. 104.—Sirk JAMES WHITENEAD, F.O.S. 


“James or Jitnmy, as he is called by the Eminent and a few 
other intimate pals, aluleugis new his disposition can only be 
correctly described as refirong, hot usually in the hatit of 
hiding his light umler a bushe mi during the vear of In 
mayoralty, hus dene much tom his name one that will be 
handel down to posterity. His genial and kindly nature has 
remlered him a vreat favourite with all ciasses—indewd a well 
known criminal of the two-hundred-previous-convietion > 
washup class was recently heard to declare that he'd sooner get 
six months from Sir James than a fortnight from anybody else, 
*'cos ‘e does it so bloomin’ kind like,” was the explanation. The 
Eminent can fully endorse this statement. Indeed, the other 
morning, when he was unfortunately compelled to sentence 
ALLY to the customary five shillings or seven days, he seemed 
quite moved to think that it was probably for the last time. Sir 
James will carry away with him the hearty good wishes of nearly 
everybody, for, lucky man, he has few mies and many friends. 
Chietly beeause of his leniency rds the Eminent, he was 
created F.O.S., and the‘ Sloper Award of Merit* presented to him, 
November Lith, 1858."-—Debrett improved, 


This is only a part of what Tommy saw in his dreams after his 
first visit to the Zoo. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


POINT. 


TO THE 


\ 


HE CAME 


She, There's something wrong with this squib; it didn't make any explosion at all. 

Wr, Ah! it’s got damp in some way, you may be sure. That's the reason why it 
doesn't pop. 

She (blushing furiously). You haven't got wet or—er—er—damp in any way, have you? 


[Stupid fellow! it took him quite a minute to sce it, and then— 
eh? why—well, what do you think ? 


(Saturday, November 9, 1889. 


THE RIVALS. 
Ha! ha! they come!! 


Wd 6 Uh Phin 


HARE HUNTING BEGINS. 
Gamekeeper Barnwell nabs the frolicsome poacher in the act. 
| Lalmam, qui meruit, ferat. 


UNDER 


& ——- soo | 


(>) 


FALSE COLOURS. 
A Ne. 


(1). Hardup Bouncer certainly put on intolerable airs when he started that horse. He told Littlecash next door he gave a cool hund.ed for him,and made poor L. mad wit! 
envy.—(2). But the fact was he hired him from Cinders, the dnstman, who used to come and fetch him away by a back door, when Bouncer had had his daily six-pennyworth 
of equestrianism. The stable had two doors, but he kept that dark.——-(3). He was always shoving that horse down Littlecash’s throat. *“ Excuse me, old chap!" he'd say. “1 
can't stand talking here any longer. I must send Jolin to groom that little hunter. Bye,bye!” Then Littlecash would smite his brow and do a double shuttie of envy, hatred 
and malice. —(4). Soon after, “John” the greom, who was a singular-looking person, with a huge nose and beard, would be seen wending stablewards—(5). Then would 
follow sounds of hissing, thundering of hoofs, splashing of water,and cries of “Whoa, my beauty! Steady, then! Come up! Whoa back!" ete, etc. And L. would picture 
| some such scene as this going on.—-—-(6). Until one day Bouncer recklessly left the door unbolted, and Littlecash had the gratification of observing: him in his lifelike imperson- 
ation of * John.” He never mentioned! the * little hunter” again somehow. 


HARDLY WHAT SHE MEANT. 


A NASTY ONE. 
Mr. Juniper. Ah, yes, dear; the very thing. Meet you outside 
the dress circle, Garrick Theatre. The /*rofligate—stunning | 


ALLY AND A LA MODE. 
ey oe 


play—just suit you and your mother. 
Mother-in-Law, Thank you, Mr. J.; I think Ellen and I can see 

quite enough of him, without going to the theatre. 

[Oh, crumbs!!! 


| ~ 
} Ma Vr raaiew RF. 
Ko yedig 1 area 


0 
| : 

A daughter of Eve yielding to the temptation hel] out hy tie | Customer. Do you keep the Family Story Teller? Wauter (giving order). Six of Ally 1 
serpent, and indulging in a quiet whiff. ! Newsrendor. Yes, nuim, we docs, wuss luck! (Calling.) Here, Billy, a lady wants yer! The Eminent. Six! No, sir, there is but OVE... their 
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